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Marina Oswald at center of entourage at hospital 
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MARINA — From Page One 

aged to hold a home together and 
raise three children. But she found 
beinjg the widow of a presidential 
assassin wasn’t a wound that healed 
with[ time. . , 

“You learn to live with everyday 
life. You work in the yard, play 
with your kids. You forget that you 
have to keep your guard up. Then 
someone says something in the su- 
permarket — you hear them whis- 
pering, ‘Do you know who she is?* 
— or something comes on the TV, 
and it opens up all over again. It's 
scar after scar after scar. And you 
never get calluses.” 

Neighbors whispered behind her 
, back, people she thought were 
friends spied on her, her house was 
robbed, her own brother-in-law 
sued ;her. 

Then there was the nightmare 
within a nightmare — two nagging 
questions that filled Mrs. Porter’s 
daytime thoughts, that woke her at 
3 in the morning with her stomach 
churning: Is there a body in the 
grav$ marked “Lee Harvey Os- 
wald?” If so, whose body is it? 

While Mrs. Porter fought her suc- 
cessful court battle for permission to 
open her former husband’s grave, 
she talked about why she felt com- 
pelled to jput herself through that 
additional torment. 

For years, she said, she resisted 
i^iSJTTegal action. But she said she 
fit so “emotionally drained” that 
had to do something to resolve 
|e question of who, if anyone, is 
tried in her husband's grave. 

P‘Tm under so much stress,” she 
fid, “I just want to finish this and 
pt^on with my life.” 

n that fateful day in 1963, a 
' Mrs; Porter refers to simply as 
ilovember,” she was a shy 23-year- 
jd mother of a newborn and a baby 

f 0 xl not yet 2. Russian-born, she was 
afl alone and lost in a country whose 
language she didn’t speak. 

he language barrier is one rea- 
she believed someone robbed 
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Upturned gravestone mute witness to early exhumation Sunday morning 


her husband’s grave on Good Fri- 
day 1964, after she signed some pa- 
pers she says she didn’t understand. 
“I signed so many papers. They 
keep asking me to sign, and I sign. I 
didn’t speak English. I didn’t know 
what I was signing.” 

Who would have wanted to steal 
Lee Harvey Oswald’s body? And 
why? 

Mrs. Porter shrugged. “Sopne peo- 
ple in powerful places made a mis- 
take and they wanted to cover it 
up.” 

She called the exhumation suit 
“one more milestone on the lonely 
road to the truth.” 

After the assassination and Os- 
wald’s death two days later at the 


hands of Dallas nightclub owner 
Jack Ruby, she said a number of 
people urged her to give up her lit- 
tle girls or at least to changef their 
names. Others suggested she fake a 
new name herself and leave 
“It is atrocious to me 
think about it,” she said. “As 
done something wrong. How 
live with a lie or hiding?” 

By the time, the girls 
school age, she had marrii 
wall carpenter Kenneth Poi 
though he never adopted t! 
girls used the Porter name i 
Even so, word of who theirfreal fa- 
ther was got around somehpw, and 
Mrs. Porter said June ana Rachel 
had to put up with their phare of 


snickers and whispered insults. 

‘They never came home crying 
about it, but sometimes they’d tell 
me later about some awful thing 
someone said.” 

Marina Oswald Porter, trim and 
attractive at 40, is a woman who 
feels betrayed by just about 
everybody. 

“All my welf-wishers from the 
past, where are. they now? I never 
hear a vyord from them. So I won- 
der now, were they friends or were 
they just sent to watch me? 

“Jhey tell me just be quie 
will) be worse for me. Well, what 
can be worse than to be the wife of 
an assassin?” 




